KALEIDOSCOPE ONE

Unconcernedly3 Frau Blumental and her cavalier
went on their way, little suspecting the presence of a spy
in their wake. They were entirely happy, and were lost
to everything but -die splendour of the night and their
own growing interest in one another. How could they
know that every step they took was dogged, and that
eager eyes were watching them with hatred and
curiosity?

Suddenly they stopped in the middle of the path.

Edgar pressed his frail body against a tree.   He gasped

with anxiety.    "Suppose they turn back, and Mother

doesn't find me in my room?    She'll guess I've been

watching her, and then she'll be so wary that I shall

never discover their secret."   Happily at that moment

the clouds scurried by, the moon shone, and the clearing

was flooded with light. The boy saw that the baron was

trying to entice the lady into a smaller and darker path

which led up a little ravine.  Edgar's mother seemed to

be saying "No," but Sternfeldt urged her to consent.

Why? What did he want of her? The books Edgar had

read told of "murders under cover of darkness/5  of

"abduction," of crimes innumerable.   Could the baron

be planning to kill her? Then here was the explanation,

this was Sternfeldt had wanted to be alone with Mother,

this was the reason he had induced Mother to turn the

key on her own son.   Should he seek help?   Should he

cry, "Murder"?   He could not utter the syllables, for

his lips were parched with excitement.   So intense was

his emotion that he found it difficult to keep his footing.

He swayed; and, in order to steady himself, seized hold

of a branch.  It snapped with a loud report.

The two swung round in alarm and stared into the
gloom. Edgar stood motionless, hardly daring to breathe.
The silence of death lay upon the forest, for neither wind
nor creature stirred.   Then the woman said:
"Let us turn back."
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